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She  stands  upright  straight  and  tall 
But  there  is  a twitch  in  her  smile. 

Her  feet  hurt  her  as  she  struts  her  stuff 
And  the  smile  reflects  her  pain. 


The  barrette  has  started  to  fall  out  of  her  hair 
she  brushes  her  bangs  aside  with  her  palm 
Always  walking,  just  to  earn  a few  bucks 
And  the  smile  reflects  her  pain. 


She  wonders  why  she  has  been  dealt  this  hand  in  life 
Then  she  shrugs  off  those  feelings. 

She  begins  to  twitch  again, 

And  the  smile  reflects  her  pain. 

No  answers,  no  solutions. 

She  walks  on  down  the  road 
A car  pulls  over,  and  she  hops  in 

And  I can  still  see  her  smile,  the  one  that  reflects  her  pain. 


Kristin  Bell 


Marta  Biittner 


SILENCE 

As  I sit  here  alone 
The  words,  they  do  not  come 
I look  at  the  clock 
It’s  quarter  past  one 
I must  get  some  sleep 
I say  to  no  one  in  particular 
There  is  nothing  in  return 
Only  the  beat  of  my  ventricular 
If  I sit  here  long  enough 
Maybe  my  thoughts  will  change 
I can  think  of  new  words 
Or  some  others  I can  rearrange 
But  this  writer’s  block  I have 
That  miserable  creep 
Is  robbing  me  of 
Seven  hours  of  solid  sleep 

_Theresa  Denton 
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REFLECTIONS 


Veronica  Holmes 

I'm  standing  still  as  I gaze  at 
a face  in  the  mirror. . . 

A reflection  of  who  I am. 

My  physical  being. . . 

Then,  I envision  an  inner  reflection 
of  my  invisible  thoughts  wandering 
about  within  my  mental  labyrinth. 

I stand  still.  Reflecting  on  my  past 
experiences  and  what  may  be  future 
endeavors  of  my  mind,  body,  and  soul. . . 

Yet,  I'm  still  just  a face  in  the  mirror 
before  me.  A brief  reflection  of  myself. . . 


Deb  Turcotte 


THE  QUARRY 


I was  taking  a walk  on  a slightly  chilly  spring 
day,  the  kind  that  couldn't  truly  be  called  warm,  but 
the  sun  was  out  and  it  was  too  pretty  to  stay  in- 
doors. I've  always  been  a lover  of  the  sun  and  you'd 
think  I'd  move  to  a more  temperate  zone,  but  my 
roots  are  here  in  New  England.  I'm  a single  woman 
on  the  wrong  side  of  thirty,  dabbling  in  writing  and 
bad  poetry.  I've  been  published  a time  or  two  and  I 
work  various  menial  jobs  until  I get  my  big  break.  I 
drink  and  smoke  too  much,  but  I can  still  turn  a few 
heads,  even  at  my  age. 

The  thin,  almost  imaginary  warmth  of  the  sun 
felt  good  after  a long,  cold  winter  of  pecking  away 
at  my  old  word  processor  and  struggling  to  make 
ends  meet.  I know  I spend  too  much  money  drink- 
ing down  in  the  VFW,  but  the  nights  are  too  long 
and  lonely,  my  thoughts  and  memories  far  too  grim 
too  bear. 

Other  people  felt  the  same  way  I did  about  this 
day,  riding  around  in  their  cars  with  their  windows 
down  and  radios  blasting.  There  were  little  kids  out, 
and  men  out  doing  lawnwork  or  washing  their  cars. 
People  with  things  to  do.  A car  came  up  too  fast 
behind  me  and  one  of  the  passengers  yelled  a crude 
come  on  at  me.  I started  to  smile  (at  my  age  it's 
flattering  in  a sick  way)  but  my  smile  turned  to  a 
grimace  when  I heard  the  song  playing  on  the  radio. 
Ted  Nugent  was  screaming  out  "Stranglehold"  and 
instead  of  a white  1995  Mustang,  I saw  a green  1971 
Chevelle. . . and  I remembered  what  I drank 
to  forget. 

I was  nineteen  years  old  in  1985,  beautiful  and 
at  the  height  of  my  feminine  power.  I felt  invincible 
back  then,  immortal.  I grew  up  in  a small  town, 
where  every  one  knew  each  other.  My  friends  and  I 
would  party  on  the  weekends.  We'd  cruise  around 
all  day  and  night,  get  some  nice  guy  to  buy  booze 
for  us  and  go  to  parties.  Winters  were  pretty  boring: 
we'd  go  skiing  and  find  stuff  to  do,  but  the  summers 
were  our  time  to  really  live. 

I woke  up  around  noon  in  my  sun-blasted 
bedroom.  The  house  was  silent  and  even  the  birds 
weren't  singing.  When  I looked  outside  in  our  yard 
nothing  moved.  I could  see  the  tips  of  our  dogs'  tails 
as  they  hid  underneath  the  picnic  table  seeking 
shade.  I padded  yawning  to  the  kitchen  and  drank 
three  glasses  of  cold  water  and  then  started  in  on  the 
coffee.  My  folks  were  somewhere,  I didn't 
care  where. 


I jumped  in  the  shower  and  then  I cruised  into 
town  to  see  what  my  friends  were  up  to.  That's 
where  I ran  into  Mark,  Cori,  and  Ronnie.  Mark's  car 
was  a pea  green  Chevelle  and  I thought  he  was  the 
sexiest  thing  on  Earth  back  in  those  days.  I've  since 
learned  good  looks  sometimes  don't  mean  good 
hearts.  Ronnie  and  Mark  weren't  friends,  so  I 
wondered  why  Ronnie  was  in  Mark's  car. 

They  pulled  up  beside  me  at  a light  and  Mark 
asked,  "Hey  Jenny,  want  to  go  swimming  down  at 
the  quarry?" 

I replied,  "Hell  yes.  I'll  go!  I'm  melting  away  in 
this  heat!"  I loved  going  to  the  quarry.  It  was  illegal 
to  go  there,  which  made  it  hold  an  even  stronger 
attraction  for  me.  I parked  my  car  and  got  into 
Mark's  car.  I said,  "I  just  need  you  to  stop  at  my 
house,  so  I can  get  my  suit." 

Mark  leered  at  me  and  said,  "I  don't  mind  your 
birthday  suit." 

I said,  "Well,  I do,  smart  man,  so  go  to  my 
house!"  We  drove  to  my  house  and  I was  in  and  out 
in  two  minutes. 

The  ride  down  to  the  quarry  was  dreamlike  and 
close  to  heaven  for  me.  We  cracked  some  beers, 
smoked  a joint  and  listened  to  Whitesnake.  Mark 
drove  expertly  and  since  I was  riding  shotgun,  I got 
the  benefit  of  the  breeze  and  the  way  his  muscled 
tan  thighs  looked  in  his  faded  shorts.  The  day  had  a 
golden,  endless  quality  to  it.  It  seemed  like  we 
would  stay  this  way,  in  this  moment  forever,  and 
nothing  bad  could  happen  on  a day  like  this. 

We  arrived  at  the  place  we  had  to  park  and  it 
was  obvious  we  weren't  the  only  ones  there.  There 
were  quite  a few  cars  parked  along  the  road,  their 
paint  shimmering  in  the  sun.  We  hoped  the  cops 
wouldn't  have  us  towed,  but  the  lure  of  the  cool 
water  won  out  over  reason. 

Mark  took  my  hand  and  we  started  walking  into 
the  woods,  with  Cori  and  Ronnie  following  behind.  I 
liked  Cori  a lot,  she  was  a good  kid,  but  I considered 
Ronnie  to  be  a punk  and  a fool.  Ronnie  was  short 
and  pudgy:  with  a mop  of  brown  hair  and  doe-like 
eyes.  He  had  stutters  of  acne  across  his  cheeks.  He 
looked  like  the  type  of  kid  whose  face  just  begged  to 
be  punched  in,  and  as  a matter  of  fact,  Ronnie  did 
get  beaten  up  everyday  in  elementary  school. 
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I whispered  to  Mark?  "Why  is  this  cork  with 
you?" 

He  replied  with  a grin,  "He's  got  some  awesome 
weed  and  he's  sharing  it  with  us." 

Ronnie  was  fussing  aloud  about  getting  caught 
and  trying  to  get  us  to  change  our  minds.  "Guys,  the 
cops  just  brought  in  some  kids  for  trespassing  last 
week!"  he  said. 

Mark  rounded  on  him  and  said.  "You  can 
damn  well  wait  in  the  car  if  you're  that 
scared.  We're  gonna  have  some  fun!" 

Ronnie  shut  up  for  a little  while  then 
started  bitching  about  the  long  walk  to  the 
quarries.  It  was  too  hot  to  reply,  so  we  just 
ignored  him  and  kept  on  walking. 

I could  hear  music  and  people's  laughter 
long  before  we  saw  anybody.  After  about  a 
quarter  mile  we  came  out  on  the  lip  of  the 
quarry  tired  and  sweaty.  The  water  was  beautiful 
and  so  was  everyone  there.  This  quarry  was  huge 
and  the  water  was  so  blue  and  inviting,  the  sun  was 
beating  on  the  rocks  and  there  were  people  scattered 
everywhere.  Ted  Nugent  was  on  the  radio  singing 
"Stranglehold"  then  somebody  popped  in  a cassette 
of  this  new  band  called  Motley  Crue.  I thought  they 
were  awesome.  We  went  over  to  a little  cluster  of 
our  friends.  I quickly  shucked  off  my  clothes  and 
jumped  in  the  water. 

The  water  was  very  warm  on  top,  but  beneath 
the  surface,  about  two  feet  down,  it  was  so  cold  that 
it  took  my  breath  away.  When  I looked  down  into 
the  water's  depths,  all  I could  see  was  darkness.  I 
could  see  the  rays  of  the  sun  reaching  down  into  the 
depths  and  then  disappearing  into  nothingness.  The 
others  joined  me  and  we  swam  around  shouting  and 
smiling.  Mark  swam  over  to  me  and  we  kissed  for 
the  first  time.  I remember  thinking  how  perfect  this 
day  was.  It  felt  so  good  to  be  alive  and  free. 

The  afternoon  progressed  with  lots  of  beer 
flowing  and  marijuana  being  smoked.  The  guys 
started  jumping  off  of  a forty-foot  high  cliff  down 
into  the  water.  We  had  moved  over  to  that  side  some 
time  ago.  Mark  jumped  and  when  he  came  back  up, 
he  said  to  Ronnie  "Aren't  you  going  to  jump,  little 
girl?" 

All  the  guys  started  teasing  him,  "Pussy, 
chickenshit!" 


He  was  close  to  tears  and  I laughed  at  him.  I 
said,  "Go  ahead,  Ronnie,  let's  see  if  you're  a man  or 
a little  girl." 

He  said,  "If  you're  so  tough  let's  see  you 
go  first." 

I said,  "You're  on"  and  I ran  as  fast  as  I could 
and  jumped  off  of  the  cliff.  I was  just  drunk  enough 
to  do  it.  The  fall  was  terrifying,  yet  exhilarating.  I 
screamed  the  whole  way  down,  but  I was  smiling.  I 

hit  the  water  so  hard  that  I 
went  pretty  deep.  There 
was  a moment  of  panic 
when  I looked  up  and  saw 
how  far  under  I was.  The 
cold  was  numbing  and  I 
felt  paralyzed  for  a mo- 
ment. I kicked  frantically 
for  the  surface  and  was  so 
relieved  when  I broke  the 
surface.  I drew  in  a great  lungful  of  air  and  whooped 
loudly.  I swam  to  the  shore  and  clambered  to 
the  top. 

Ronnie  was  getting  more  and  more  upset  at  the 
insults  and  gibes  being  hurled  his  way.  He  hadn't 
drunk  as  much  as  us,  and  he  didn't  want  to  jump.  I 
joined  in  the  mockery,  feeling  savage,  feeling  con- 
tempt for  him.  The  sun  and  beer  affected  me  as  I 
guess  it  affected  all  of  us. 

"Jump!  Jump,  pussy!"  We  were  all  chanting  that 
charming  phrase. 

He  walked  over  and  looked  down,  and  walked 
back  looking  scared. 

"I  did  it."  I said.  "What  the  hell's  wrong  with 
you?  Scared,  little  girl?" 

That  did  it  for  Ronnie.  He  ran  back  a few  paces 
and  ran  headlong  for  the  edge.  He  would've  made 
it,  but  somebody  catcalled  "Have  a nice  flight, 
pussy!"  He  checked  his  pace,  hesitated,  and  for  a 
split  second  our  eyes  met,  but  the  forward  impetus 
kept  him  going  over  the  edge.  We  heard  a short 
scream,  then  the  sound  of  his  head  splitting  open  on 
a rock.  All  the  laughter  was  gone,  dead  silence 
prevailed.  Mark  and  I ran  to  the  edge  and  looked 
down.  Ronnie  was  in  the  water,  and  his  head  was 
misshapen  and  bloody.  He  slowly  rolled  over  onto 
his  face  and  sank.  I watched  as  he  vanished  into 
the  black  water,  his  hands  seeming  to  reach 
up  beseechingly. 


He  ran  back  a 
few  paces  and 
ran  headlong 
for  the  edge. 


Mark  turned  to  me  and  said,  "He's  done  for, 
there's  nothing  we  can  do."  He  then  grabbed  my 
hand  and  we  ran  for  the  car.  Everybody  ran  away  as 
fast  as  they  could.  We  took  off  for  the  beach.  Some- 
body called  the  body  in  anonymously.  I slept  with 
Mark  that  night.  We  did  it  fast  and  furious,  almost  to 
the  point  of  hurting  each  other.  I never  talked  to  him 
again  after  that  night.  I saw  him,  but  I just  didn't 
want  to  be  near  him. 


I never  went  to  the  quarry  again  and  I hate  to 
swim  to  this  day.  I usually  can  forget  this  ever 
happened.  If  I drink  enough  shots  of  Cuervo  I can 
even  forget  my  own  name,  and  that's  how  I like  it.  I 
didn't  mean  for  Ronnie  to  die,  but  I can't  ever  take  it 
back  or  make  it  right.  On  hot  days,  it  feels  like  there 
is  a finger  of  ice  laid  upon  my  heart,  as  cold  as  the 
dark,  secret  water  beneath  the  surface  of  the  quarry. 


.Kim  Carle 


Kristen  Sagar 
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Running  on  Empty 

_Marianne  Curcio 


PARIS  CAFE  (BOSTON) 

sitting  in  a booth 
meant  for  many 
by  myself, 
i’m  very  wet 
the  rain  falls  outside. 

people  notice  each  other  less 
in  the  rain. 

their  soaked  designer  parkas 

brush  against  each  other 

unconcerned. 

and  their  umbrellas 

avoid  collisions 

carefully. 

this  cafe 

is  fake  and  expensive 
and  also  very  dry. 
the  dimebag  classical  music 
bores  me. 

two  men  against  the  window 
argue  about  whatevers. 
one  holds  his  drink 
determinedly, 
his  bald  head  slides 
backwards  and  forwards, 
rich  enough 

to  worry  about  the  obscure 
but  i doubt  he  cares, 
he’s  only  supposed  to. 

a women  sits  in  a corner 
near  a mirror 

that  somehow  fails  to  capture  her 
looking  through  papers 
looking  bored. 

no  one  stands  out 
when  i look  into  the  mirror 
next  to  me. 

the  artsy  girl  across  the  way 
is  very  beautiful 
in  her  sophisticated  boots 
wearing  jeans  no  one  else  could. 


eating  an  orange,  calmly, 
she  holds  her  coffee  in  both  hands 
and  hunches  her  shoulders 
a little. 

she  wipes  her  mouth 

with  the  napkin  she's  folded  over 

her  delicate  fingers. 

everything  is  the  way 

she  holds  her  arms 

and  moves  her  head 

slowly. 

legs  crossed,  relaxed 

as  she  watches  the  apathetic  masses 

walk  along 

and  once  in  awhile 

one  comes  in. 

i see  seven  no-smoking  signs 
and  no  smokers, 
i guess  it  worked. 

someone’s  honking  at 
a bus  outside, 
i’ve  finished  my  cappucino 
figure  i’ve  still  got  time, 
i'm  not  proud  anymore 
just  poor. 

the  bald  man's  talking 

about  filmmaking. 

maybe  he's  somebody, 

knows  he  thinks  so. 

my  pants  are  still  wet, 

i want  to  talk  to  her. 

the  rain  looks  worse. 

i found  another  sign. 

all  the  tables  have  fake  flowers, 

but  it’s  expected  i guess. 

she's  eating  a sandwich, 
i'm  going  to  leave, 
rain'll  soak  me, 
it’ll  soak  everything, 
they  should  make  poets 
waterproof 

_Nate  Zane 
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FOR  A.A.B. 

We  spend  our  lifetimes 

trying  to  find  something  real,  something  unchanging, 
something  true  that  cannot  be  touched  by  the  filthy  hands  of  sin. 
And  when  we  find  it 
we  destroy  it  ourselves. . . 


You  were  just  a flower 
I tried  to  crush 
between  the  empty  pages 
of  my  life. 

Yes,  you  were  just  an  angel 
I tried  to  cage 
and  pluck  off 
your  feathers. 

Benjamin  Jared  Despres 


Candlestick  or  Salt  Shaker? 

_Jane  Bazzinotti 


ATTEMPTS  AT  ALLITERATION 

Sometimes  I slip  into  a softer  skin 

If  I feel  the  feathers  flatter  me 

Often  I'm  the  opposite 

If  the  particulars  plead  with  me  to  be 

A chameleon  I can  copy 

If  a lizard  I long  to  be 

And  a devil  in  a dress 

Is  perhaps  a possibility 

But  my  venture  at  verse 

Alas,  I must  abort 

As  my  attempt  at  alliteration 

Seems  to  have  stopped  a little  short 

_Theresa  Denton 
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MYCIRL  AND  ME 

We  drove  far  that  day,  way  too  far.  I didn't  want 
to  go,  but  she  made  me.  My  girl  and  me.  To  the  end 
of  the  world  and  back.  Well,  she  was  the  one  who 
went  back.  I stayed.  But  only  because  I had  to.  Let 
me  tell  you  about  it. 

The  whole  thing  started  with  the  bank.  The  big 
old  brick  bank,  the  one  with  the  bars  on  the  win- 
dows, downtown.  My  girl,  she's  a little  crazy.  We've 
been  together  for  two  months  and  living  together 
for  one. 

So  I get  home  from  this  new  job  at  the  machine 
shop  up  on  Old  Town  Road  Number  Two  I just  got 
at  seven-fifty  an  hour  and  walk  all  the  way  up  the 
three  flights  of  stairs  to  our  place  (me  and  my  girl's). 
And  she  opens  the  door  and  says,  "Hey,  there's  a 
real  nice  ring  I saw  down  at  the  mall  today." 

I don't  ask  questions  about  her  going  to  the 
mall,  or  going  anywhere  while  I'm  at  work.  I'm 
pretty  much  scared  to  know.  And  besides  that  I just 
don't  like  to  get  involved  too  much.  She's  got  these 
guy  friends  she  does  stuff  with.  I only  caught  her  in 
the  bed  with  one  once.  I got  real  mad,  but  she 
begged  me  not  to  hurt  him  and  promised  she'd 
never,  ever  do  it  again  so  I believe  her. 

So  she  starts  buggin'  me  about  this  really  great 
ring,  it  would  look  so  good  on  her  and  everything 
else  until  I give  in.  I say,  "Okay,  tomorrow  I'll  go  to 
the  bank  downtown  and  clean  out  all  the  rest  of  my 
savings.  That  make  you  happy?" 

And  then  she  says,  "Yup!"  and  gives  me  a little 
smile  and  we  go  to  bed. 

I was  so  tired  that  next  morning  from  work  the 
day  before  I was  dizzy.  Thank  God  for  Saturday.  I 
got  up  before  her,  my  girl,  and  cooked  some  toast. 
My  toaster's  funny,  it  only  cooks  one  side  of  the 
bread.  But  I don't  mind,  the  butter  still  melts.  She 
got  up  awhile  later  and  we  took  our  showers  and 
she  did  whatever  it  is  girls  do  for  so  long  in  the 
bathroom  while  I watched  some  cartoons.  Only 
because  there  was  nothing  else  on. 

So  when  she  was  finally  ready  we  got  ourselves 
down  the  stairs  to  my  old  Ford  parked  on  the  road. 

It  wasn't  cold  outside  or  anything  (it  doesn't  get  cold 
much  in  Arizona,  except  at  night,  so  it's  mostly  just 
bone  dry  and  red  hot,  as  the  locals  say)  but  my  girl 
was  wearing  a jacket  that  was  really  kind  of  annoy- 


ing because  it  swished  every  time  she  moved.  I 
didn't  tell  her,  of  course  not,  she  probably  would 
have  killed  me  right  then  and  there.  She  always  gets 
mad  about  stuff  like  that.  Always  sayin'  she  looks  fat 
or  has  wrinkles  and  that  kind  of  thing,  you  know 
what  I mean. 

After  some  traffic,  we  parked  ourselves  smack  in 
front  of  the  First  Burlington  Trust  Bank,  where  I 
keep  my  savings.  And  right  as  we  get  out  of  the  car, 
she  looks  real  deep  in  my  eyes  and  says,  "Anything 
that  happens,  don't  worry,  just  stay  by  me,"  all 
serious.  I didn't  think  much  of  it,  just  gave  her  a 
weird  look  and  she  gave  me  a smile  and  I got  the 
rest  of  me  out  of  the  car. 

It  starts  getting  very  windy,  and  sand  stings  my 
eyes,  but  I have  to  keep  them  open  so  I can  see.  We 
walk  inside.  There  are  not  as  many  people  there  as  I 
expect,  which  is  good  for  a Saturday  morning. 
Mostly  old  people  probably  cashing  in  their  social 
security.  There  were  probably  less  than  ten  people  in 
all,  plus  the  two  teller-women.  The  light  in  the  bank 
is  real  dim,  so  my  eyes  take  a minute  to  get  adjusted, 
after  being  outside  in  the  sun.  That's  when  she  did 
it.  I didn't  figure  it  out  right  away,  but  as  soon  as  the 
people  started  lying  down  on  their  bellies,  I knew. 
My  girl  was  going  to  rob  the  bank. 

"Everybody  down,  now.  No  one  gets  hurt," 
she's  screaming  at  everyone,  and  they're  listening, 
because  she's  pointing  a gun  at  them.  She  goes  over 
to  the  two  tellers  and  I can  tell  they're  real  scared 
and  so  am  I.  But  I follow  her  over  anyway.  And  she 
says  something  to  one  of  them,  and  I don't  really 
remember  what  it  is  because  I have  a crap  memory 
or  because  I really  felt  like  I had  to  pee  myself.  But  I 
didn't,  and  the  teller  says  something  back  to  my  girl 
like,  "Please,  just  don't  hurt  anyone  and  you  can 
have  anything."  And  she  starts  to  sob.  And  it  isn't 
just  a plain  set  of  tears,  it's  an  all-out  crazy,  red 
face  sob. 

Then  my  girl  goes  and  does  something  real  bad. 
She  tells  her  to  "shut  up"  and  sticks  that  gun  right  in 
the  poor  girl's  face,  right  up  to  her  eye.  Her  eye!  I 
can't  even  say  how  that  made  me  feel.  Just  now 
thinkin'  about  a bullet  in  my  eye  makes  me  want  to 
throw  up.  But  the  girl  doesn't  stop  bawlin'!  If  I'd 
been  her,  I'd  have  not  opened  my  trap  in  the  first 
place.  But  my  girl  didn't  shoot.  Good  thing,  cause  I 
may  have  puked  right  there  on  that  shiny  floor  of 
the  First  Burlington  Trust  Bank,  which  felt  now  more 
like  the  First  Burlington  Trust  Bank  From 
Outer  Space. 


So  then  my  girl  gets  this  real  pissed  off  look  in 
her  eye  and  quick  as  you  know  takes  her  skinny  little 
palm  and  puts  it  right  on  the  teller's  face  and  shoves 
it  backwards.  The  teller  lady  looks  real  scared  and 
she  shows  why  as  she  hits  her  legs  on  the  desk 
behind  her  and  gets  herself  thrown  over  it  back- 
wards and  hits  her  head  really  hard  on  the  floor.  It 
sounded  like  a coconut,  almost.  Her  legs  were  still  on 
the  desk  but  the  rest  of  her  I couldn't  see,  I didn't 
even  want  to.  She  might  have  died.  I don't  know,  I 
don't  want  to  know.  She  didn't  move.  So  I 
looked  away. 

My  girl  looks  at  the  other  teller  who  was  startin' 
to  get  a tear  in  her  eye  and  says  "Don't"  to  her  and, 
good  thing,  she  stops.  And  then  my  girl  reaches  back 
in  her  jacket  and  gets  out  another  gun.  I want  to 
know  where  she  got  two  guns  but  I don't  think  that 
was  the  right  time  to  ask. 

She  says  that  she  has  to  go  with  the  teller  to  "do 
some  business"  so  she  goes  and  does  another  stupid 
thing:  gives  me  a gun  and  says,  "Kill  'em  if  they 
move."  Now  I've  never  shot  a gun 
before,  in  fact,  closest  I ever  came 
was  watching  my  Uncle  Ray  shoot 
BB's  at  the  fence  when  I was  twelve. 

But  of  course  I don't  object,  on 
account  of  how  scared  I am.  My  girl, 
she  gives  me  a smile  and  walks  to 
the  back  out  of  sight  and  I'm  left 
with  a bunch  of  mostly  old  people  all 
staring  at  me. 

I never  felt  anything  so  weird  in 
my  life,  all  those  eyes  on  me,  wide, 
like  I'm  a king  and  they're  all  afraid 
of  me.  I stood  there,  real  stupid-like, 
looking  back.  I didn't  really  feel  too 
powerful  or  anything,  because  I 
really  didn't  have  any  say  in  what  I 
was  doing.  Besides,  I was  way  too 
scared  to  do  anything  like  a hero 
or  anything. 


So  I stood  there  and  thought  that  if  these  people 
knew  that  all  I could  shoot  with  this  gun 
wasprobably  my  foot  then  they  would've  been  up 
and  running  in  a second.  But  they  thought  I was  part 
of  it  all  and  I guess  I had  to  be,  my  girl  was  robbing 
a bank.  And  she  gave  me  a gun  that  I didn't  know 
how  to  use  and  these  people  would  probably  kill  me 
if  I tried  to  help  them  or  put  the  gun  down.  So  I 
stood  and  waited.  It  seemed  like  years. 

This  old  guy  starts  really  slowly  crawlin'  to  the 
door.  He  must've  thought  I didn't  see  him  or  some- 
thing, because  he  was  halfway  behind  a trash  can 
and  close  to  the  door.  I couldn't  do  anything.  I didn't 
think  my  girl  wanted  me  to  shoot  the  guy.  I couldn't 
have  anyway. 

And  just  then  out  pops  my  girl  from  the  back 
and  she's  next  to  me  holdin'  a gun  on  the  teller. 
There's  a big  sack  over  her  shoulder.  And  then  she 
spots  the  guy  crawlin'.  "What  the  hell  are  you 
doin'?"  she  asks,  but  I don't  know  if  it's  to  me  or  the 
man  on  the  floor. 


Bill  White 
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Here  comes  a bad  part.  The  man,  being  a hero, 
actually  tries  to  make  a run  for  it  to  the  door.  He 
makes  it  three  steps  and  my  girl  points  her  gun  at 
him.  Jesus,  it  was  bad.  There's  a really  loud 
boom-crack  sound  and  it  echoes  in  my  ears  like  a 
freight  train  and  just  like  that  the  old  man  is  face 
down  on  the  floor  real  fast,  one  of  his  hands  so  close 
to  the  door.  Blood  came  out  of  him.  A lot  of  it.  Out 
from  under  him,  and  some  from  his  back.  I don't 
really  want  to  think  about  that,  especially  now.  My 
whole  body  felt  fuzzy,  and  then  my  vision  turned  to 
a blur.  And  we  were  running,  but  I couldn't  feel  my 
shoes  hit  the  ground. 

I don't  remember  exactly  what  happened  after 
that,  but  somehow  my  girl  and  me  got  to  our  car 
and  were  driving  in  the  desert.  Route  12, 1 think,  if  I 
remember  the  number  right. 

"You  ain't  said  anything  in  awhile,"  my  girl  says 
to  me  and  I look  back  at  her  still  confused  and  very 
dizzy.  All  I can  see  is  road  and  sand  and  dust.  When 
I finally  have  some  nerves  to  talk  to  her,  it's  getting 
to  be  night,  and  of  course  what  I say  is  the  wrong 
thing. 

I say,  "I  really  don't  think  this  is  a good  idea.  Me 
and  you,  like  this." 

She  says,  "What  in  hell  are  you  talkin'  about?" 

"You  robbed  a bank.  You  made  me  rob  a bank." 

" We  robbed  the  bank.  I did  not  make  you  do  a 
thing.  You  did  it  on  your  own.  Got  it?" 

"No  I don't  got  it.  I think  this  whole  thing  is  bad. 
Just  real  bad." 

Her  face  crunches  up,  mad. 

She  doesn't  say  another  word,  just  reaches  next 
to  her  and  out  comes  the  gun.  I hear  a click  and  she 
shoots  me.  Right  directly  in  the  belly.  Then  every- 
thing turned  white. 


When  I woke  up  from  wherever  I was  every- 
thing had  a weird  green  glow  around  it.  I can  see 
some  sky,  and  some  green  stars.  I can't  see  the  road 
but  I know  it's  up  there  somewhere.  But  it  doesn't 
matter  because  I'm  stuck  here.  My  girl,  I don't  know 
what  she  did  to  me,  but  I can't  feel  anything  past 
my  face.  That's  probably  good  though  because  I see 
a lot  of  blood  and  if  I could  feel  it  I know  it  would 
hurt.  I can't  really  breathe  too  well,  my  throat's 
making  funny  sounds.  I think  maybe  I don't  have 
much  life  left  in  me,  but  you  never  can  tell. 

After  some  long  hours,  I can't  see  any  more 
stars.  I feel  a needle  stinging  my  face.  Then  another. 
Then  a thousand.  It's  the  rain,  it  never  hurt  before. 
It's  not  supposed  to  hurt.  I'm  figuring  out  I could 

die  soon.  I don't  like 
that  thought  one  bit. 

I can't  feel  rain 
anymore.  I can't  feel 
anything.  My  eyes 
were  closed  a long 
time  ago.  All  I could 
see  was  the  blur  of 
rain  stinging  my 
eyes.  All  I hear  is  my 
own  heart,  getting  slower.  I think  I don't  want  to  die 
now,  I can't.  I feel  cold.  And  scared. 

I see  my  girl  now,  not  smiling,  a passenger  in  a 
nice  red  sport  car  with  a black  man  who  is  smiling 
and  then  laughing,  showing  teeth.  The  man  is 
taking  a gun  out  of  his  white  clean  sports  jacket.  I 
want  to  scream,  to  help  her,  but  I can't.  Before  I 
know  it  he's  putting  the  gun  to  her  eye  and  I see 
blood  on  the  window,  then  her  on  the  street  breath- 
ing her  last  breaths.  I want  to  cry,  but  I can't.  Maybe 
I'm  just  not  letting  myself,  maybe  I don't  want  to. 

And  then  the  stars  are  back.  They  are  not  green 
anymore.  They're  real  bright,  it  hurts  to  look.  I can't 
hear  my  heart.  It's  stopped.  I am  somewhere  else. 
The  darkness  is  pulling  me  in  every  direction.  It's 
got  me. 


I hear  a click 
and  she 
shoots  me. 


Erik  Wilson 
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Look  at  a mountain  and  remember  my  hope 
Watch  an  eagle  soar  and  feel  my  freedom 
Look  at  a cloud  and  remember  my  touch 
Watch  a winter  sunset  and  feel  my  warmth 
Remember  my  desire  when  you  look  at  summer’s  tranquil  lake 
Feel  my  touch  when  you  watch  winter's  first  snowfall 
Remember  my  strength  when  you  look  at  April’s  thunderstorm 
Feel  my  spirit  when  you  watch  May's  fragrant  flowers  bloom 

Kevin  Dempsey 
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Val  Franzone 


BILLET-D  AMOUR 


I enter  your  night 

the  moon  music  in  your  dream 

the  wing  brushed 

against  your  cheek 

the  owl  song  is  mine,  mine. 

I change  shape  easily 

now  vixen  russet  at  your  back 

now  crow  flap  & flash  on  your  apple  bough 

now  cat  curled  on  blue-petalled  sheets 

then  quick  the  evening  bird 

talons  nuzzling  once  again. 

o you  are  not  asleep 

ill-at-ease 

under  the  coverlet 

your  gaze  follows  the  moonlit  tail 

your  body  lies  like  stone  heated  red 

your  blood  roars  hard  the  sound  ascends 

your  dreaming  face  rises  into  blue  air 

slow  slow  unfolds  then  comes  apart 

meets  the  impossible 

an  annunciating  angel. 

under  half-closed  lids  you  stare 
at  what  must  not  come 
but  has  come  to  the  room 
owl  feathers  spread  across  the  bed 
this  hooded  bat  winging  out  of  eaves 
this  spirit  moving  as  rainwater  on  the  wall 
this  nighthawk  fallen  from  the  roof 
all  drifting  in  in  wordless  harmony 
mouths  (feel  them)  pressed  to  throat 
all  weaving  through  your  silvered  glass 
(meeting  the  irksome  cry- 
ugh! 

the  woman's  bristled  sigh — 

beneath  the  sheets 

with  a pleased  & peevish  smile) 

beloved. . .see 
we  are  one  & many 
we  are  this  and  these 
tzigane  witch  sorceress 
ravenous. . . 

shape  writhing  into  body 
& we  will  not  be  dispersed. 


Inside  your  frail  cage  this  facade  of  sleep 

you  recall  the  far-off  morrigan* 

you  touch  the  ghostly  memory 

you  caress  the  gift 

she  brings  the  one  forbidden  thing 

light  & song  & fragrant  saffron 

a certain  strange  perfume 

a remembered  shade  of  gold 

a love  beyond  to  have  to  hold. 

I wing  through  dark  with  ease 
I know  these  cool  woods 
I love  every  soughing  pine 
I love  the  dampn’ng  fresh-cut  grass 
I know  each  tender  mouth  of  pasture  rose 
the  clear  stream  beneath  a greensweet  wind 
the  yellow  meadow  rising  field  the  starlit  path 
the  pale  light  day  waking  gold 
through  this. . . I find  my  way 
to  the  thereness  of  your  being. 

hold  still 

(don't  look  away) 

(don't  tremble  shake  & shiver) 

(don't  banish  the  thought) 

something  so  wanting 

is  always  beginning 

to  go  on  living 

to  wake  the  secret 

to  seek  the  elsewhere  space 

to  find  its  own. 

I am  not  lost 
as  owl  will  go 

as  she  comes  to  the  place 
she  has  ever  known 
she  would  know 
the  heart  is  true 
as  the  compass 

& mine  is  not  the  wrong  way  home. 

m.  j.  wagner 


* morrigan-  Irish  war  goddess 
pagan 

of  fiery  femperamenf  she 
her  fierce  nafure 
in  both  love  & war 
which  are  to  her 
often  one  & the  same) 
is  said  to  be 
matched  by  only  one 
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I listened  to  the  trees 


I 


creaking  with  the  longing  to  move 
as  I can 

dreaming  of  sprouting 
legs  from  their  limbs 
so  they  can  journey 

to  a higher  valley  ^ 

x 

or  into  the  ray 
of  sunlight 
cascading 
just  out  of  reach. 
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ind  whips  through 
the  quiet  lake  and 
peninsula  with  her  great  arms 
reaching  out  for  miles 
encompassing 

everything ; the  sky,  the  water,  the  sloping  snow  upon  the  banks,  the  mountains, 
the  trees,  the  little  cabins  and  ice  covered  bottoms  of  plastic  boats,  the  summer  gear 
leaned  against  porches  or  hidden  underneath,  the  buoys  like  the  stumps  of  fallen  trees 
bobbing  in  the  channel. 

She  takes  everything  in  her  arms  and  blows,  and  her  breath  is  like  a tone  that 
builds  upon  itself  and  sends  ripples  across  the  lake  in 

crisscrossing 

patterns. 


HAIKU 


Forgiveness  is  like 

the  stillness  in  the  spring  air 

after  a long  rain 

Benjamin  Jared  Despres 
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BITTERSWEET  PROMISE 

"Promise  me."  Cedric's  normally  bright  eyes 
were  fevered  and  pleading.  Bret  sitting  next  to  him 
sighed.  "Promise  me  you'll  care  for  her,"  Cedric 
continued. 

Bret  could  feel  his  heart  melting  inside  him. 
Cedric  had  been  his  closest  friend  since  they  had 
become  squires  seeking  knighthood  when  they  were 
just  boys.  From  then  on  they  had  fought  gallantly 
many  ferocious  battles  side  by  side,  and  now  Cedric 
lay  dying,  a pale  shadow  of  the  glorious  soldier  he 
had  once  been. 

"Gods  eyes,  Cedric,  how  can  I?  She's  your  wife." 
Bret  ran  a hand  back  through  his  dark  hair.  "She'll 
always  be  your  wife." 

"Look  at  me  Bret.  You're  not  a simpleton.  I'll  be 
lucky  to  see  tomorrow's  sun.  Now  promise  me." 

Bret  arose  from  his  chair,  crossed  the  room  and 
leaned  staring  out  the  window  wanting  desperately 
to  tell  Cedric  what  he  knew  he  wanted  to  hear. 

"How  can  I?"  Bret  asked  again.  "How  do  you 
even  know  Hannah  will  accept  me?  I'm  sure  she. . ." 
Bret's  voice  broke  and  he  stopped.  "I  can't  speak  of 
this,  of  you  dying.  You  will  live.  You  will  be  there  to 
care  for  Hannah  yourself." 

"Dammit,  Bret,  don't  fight  me  on  this,  I haven't 
the  strength."  Cedric's  voice  dropped  to  a near 
whisper  and  his  eyes  were  shining,  "If  our  friend- 
ship has  meant  anything  you  will  make  me  this 
promise.  You  will  see  to  it  that  you  become  Lord  of 
Twighaven.  And  Hannah's  husband." 

At  that  moment  Father  Gacy  entered  the  room 
carrying  a bowl  of  water  and  an  assortment  of  herbs. 
He  motioned  for  Bret  to  leave.  Bret  acknowledged 
by  nodding  and  said  to  Cedric,  "We  will  discuss  this 
later." 

The  good  father  changing  Cedric's  bandages 
would  give  him  some  time  to  think  over  all  that  had 
transpired.  The  battle  had  been  a fierce  one;  hun- 
dreds of  men  had  lost  their  lives  that  day  fighting. 

He  could  still  hear  the  vicious  war  cries  and  shouts 
of  agony.  Much  of  the  battle  he  could  not  clearly 
remember  having  suffered  a wound  himself,  al- 
though he  had  healed  and  Cedric  would  not. 


At  least  he  could  tell  Hannah  Cedric  had  died 
bravely.  Noble  and  not  in  vain.  They'd  won  the 
battle  that  day,  or  so  he'd  been  told.  The  last  he 
remembered  was  watching  as  Cedric's  war-  horse, 
Philipe,  gallant  as  his  owner,  stumbled  while 
charging  a foe.  Philipe  reared  and  for  a moment  Bret 
thought  it  to  be  the  most  beautiful  thing  he  had  ever 
seen,  Cedric  on  reared  horseback,  sword  drawn, 
ready  to  attack.  But  then  Philipe  had  lost  his  footing 
and  gone  crashing,  quite  ungracefully,  to  the 
ground.  Cedric  had  been  thrown  and  somehow  been 
crushed  underneath  his  own  horse.  Bret  ran  to  his 
friend's  aid  and  was  attempting  to  remove  him  from 
beneath  the  animal  when  he  felt  a sharp  pain  at  the 
base  of  his  neck.  Then  all  went  black. 

Father  Gacy  later  told  him  when  he  awoke  at  the 
Abby  of  Thelema,  with  a headache  bigger  than  any 
he'd  ever  had  from  drinking  too  much  ale,  that  he 
had  been  bashed  in  the  back  of  the  head  with  a club 
and  had  slept  for  two  days.  Cedric,  who  had  also 
been  taken  to  the  Abby  was  suffering  from  internal 
wounds  and  had  been  asking  for  him  since  their 
arrival. 

Father  Gacy  had  told  Bret  the  outlook  was  not  a 
good  one  for  his  friend.  His  internal  wounds  were 
mortal  and  he  was  not  expected  to  live  through  the 
week.  Father  Gacy  would  do  what  he  could  with 
herbs  to  ease  the  pain  and  fever  that  now  over- 
whelmed Cedric's  lean  frame.  That  had  been  two 
days  ago  and  Cedric's  mood  and  condition  had 
fallen  steadily  since. 

Bret  sat  by  the  river  tossing  stones  into  the  slow 
moving  water.  He  could  hear  Cedric  s words  plead- 
ing, "If  our  friendship  has  meant  anything  to  you, 
you  will  make  me  this  promise..." 

"Damn!"  Bret  swore  aloud. 

"'Tis  not  proper  nor  appropriate  to  use  such 
language  before  a man  of  the  cloth."  Bret  turned  to 
see  the  jovial  Father  Gacy  ambling  down  the  river- 
side path. 

"Please  forgive  me.  Father,"  Bret  replied. 

Father  Gacy  gently  patted  Bret's  shoulder,  "It's 
O.K.  to  be  upset,  you  know.  I've  seen  a good  share  of 
good  men  come  and  go  in  my  years  and  there's 
been  many  a time  I've  sat  by  this  very  river  and 
cried  a deal  of  tears.  The  Lord  will  take  care  of 
everything,  Bret." 


"He's  asked  me  to  marry  his  wife,  the  Lady 
Hannah." 

Father  Gacy's  eyebrows  rose,  "And  what  did 
you  say?" 

"What  can  I say?  She  is  another  man's  wife." 

"That  she  may  be,  today.  Tomorrow  however 
she  may  be  a widow.  The  Lord  works  in  mysterious 
ways." 


"And  what  does  that  mean?"  Bret  asked,  now 
his  eyebrows  lifted. 

"Put  your  faith  in  God  my  son,  and  always 
follow  your  heart.  But,  for  now  let  us  deal  with  more 
immediate  matters.  Go  and  see  your  friend.  His 
wounds  are  freshly  dressed  and  he  has  been  asking 
for  you." 


Bret  arose  from  the  bank  stretching,  his  thoughts 
a blur.  He  would  love  to  care  for  Hannah,  but  not 
under  these  terms.  Many  had  been  the  nights  he'd 
lain  awake  hearing  how  she'd  laughed  when  he'd 
teased  her  as  a child.  Or  the  way  that  auburn  haired 
sprite  had  matured  into  a beautiful  woman.  He  had 
loved  her  when  they  were  children,  and  he  still 
loved  her  now.  But  she  had  been  promised  to  his 
friend  and  Bret,  a man  of  honor,  buried  his  feelings. 

Bret  stopped  for  a moment  outside 
Cedric's  room  to  draw  a deep  breath  and 
upon  opening  the  door  released  it  in  a rush. 
Cedric's  eyes  were  closed;  his  skin  pale.  For  a 
moment  Bret  thought  he  was  dead,  and  his 
heart  froze.  Then  he  glimpsed  the  uneven 
rise  and  fall  of  Cedric's  chest  and  his  heart 
resumed  its  beat. 

He  eased  himself  into  the  chair  beside 
Cedric's  bed  and  rubbed  his  dark  eyes  with 
the  back  of  his  knuckles. 

"You  should  be  getting  your  share  of  rest 
too,"  Father  Gacy  entered  the  room  carrying 
a trencher  filled  with  food.  "You  are  not  fully 
recovered  and  you've  got  to  keep  your 
strength  up,  let  me  know  when  he  wakes  and 
I will  bring  some  porridge." 

"Thank  you.  Father,"  said  Bret  accepting 
the  food. 

He  ate  some  and  then  placed  the  tren- 
cher on  the  table  sitting  back  in  the  chair 
watching  Cedric  sleep.  The  warmth  from  the 
fire  and  his  full  stomach  were  causing  Bret's 
eyelids  to  grow  heavy.  He  slept  and  began  to 
dream.  He  saw  Cedric  riding  Philipe  into 
battle  and  smiting  every  enemy  in  his  path. 
There  were  bodies  lying  all  around,  then 
suddenly  an  enemy  stalked  Cedric  and 
attacked  from  behind.  Bret  tried  to  cry  out;  to 
warn  Cedric  of  what  was  happening,  but 
nothing  would  come.  There  was  nothing  Bret 
could  do  to  stop  it. 

He  woke  in  a sweat  with  a throbbing  head  and 
feeling  nausea  creep  up  his  throat  reached  for  the 
chamber  pot. 

"Perhaps  you'd  like  the  bed?" 

Bret  turned  to  see  Cedric's  face  wearing  a half 
smile  and  concern. 
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"No,  thank  you,"  Bret  replied  returning  the 
smile  as  best  he  could.  "How  are  you  feeling?" 

"I  was  about  to  ask  you  the  same,"  Cedric  tried 
to  prop  himself  up  on  the  pillows,  "actually.  I'm 
feeling  a bit  better,  those  herbs  Father  Gacy  has  do 
lessen  the  pain.  Perhaps  you  could  use  some." 

"I'll  be  fine,"  Bret  squinted  trying  to  focus. 

At  that  moment  Father  Gacy  entered;  saw 
Cedric  awake  and  Bret  rubbing  his  temples.  "Ah,  I 
see  you're  awake  Cedric,  I'll  get  some  porridge.  Bret, 
would  you  like  something  for  your  head?" 

"No,  thank  you,"  Bret  replied. 

Father  Gacy  looked  at  him  knowingly  and  left 
the  room.  He  returned  a few  minuets  later  with  a 
bowl  of  porridge  and  two  cups  of  lemon  chamomile 
tea.  "Here  now,"  he  said,  "Each  of  you  drink  this.  It 
will  do  you  good." 


The  two  men  sat  in  silence  for  some  time  each 
deep  in  their  own  thoughts.  The  fact  that  Cedric 
^ ^ ^ mmm mmmam  barely  touched  his 

food  was  not  lost  on 
Bret.  He  sipped  his 
tea  and  the  pound- 
ing in  his  head 
slowly  ebbed. 


“You  know 
she  can’t  be 
left  alone.” 


■ Finally  Cedric 
spoke,  "We  must  settle  this 
matter  if  I am  to  leave  this  world  in  peace." 


"How  about  a game  of  chess?"  Bret  asked. 


Cedric  s fierce  blue  gaze  bore  into  Bret's  very 
soul.  "You  know  she  cannot  be  left  alone.  She  will 
loose  everything.  The  lands  her  father  fought  so 
fiercely  to  keep  will  be  taken  from  her." 


"I  know  that,"  said  Bret  massaging  his  temples 
once  again. 


"Twighaven  is  a valuable  and  prosperous 
estate,"  Cedric  continued,  "When  news  of  my  death 
gets  out  there  will  be  hundreds  of  men  vying  for  her 
hand,  many  only  for  the  land.  I wish  my  wife  a 
better  life  than  to  be  an  added  bonus  to  some  land 
hog  after  I'm  gone.  I wish  her  laughter,  and  children, 
and  love.  Do  not  make  me  spend  the  last  of  my  life 
begging  for  something  that  has  been  in  your  heart 
all  along.  Do  not  shame  me  that  way.  I am  a soldier, 
a man  taught  to  fight  to  the  last  breath.  But  please 
don't  fight  me  on  this." 


Bret's  face  reflected  the  shock  that  Cedric's 
words  had  inflicted.  He  opened  his  mouth  to  speak 
but  no  words  were  forthcoming. 

Cedric  stared  directly  into  Bret's  shocked  eyes 
and  finished,  "You've  loved  her  secretly  in  your 
heart  for  years,  now  love  her  openly  for  me.  There's 
no  one  else  I trust,  and  no  one  else  she'd  accept." 

Bret's  stunned  expression  caused  Cedric's  small 
grin  to  become  a full  smile.  One  that  reached  his 
eyes  the  way  only  true  smiles  do. 

"Do  you  really  think  I could  be  your  friend,  he 
as  close  as  we  have  been  and  not  know  how  you 
truly  feel,  what's  in  your  heart,  and  hers?" 

Bret  desperately  fought  for  a response.  He  again 
opened  his  mouth  to  speak  and  this  time  managed, 
"Cedric,  how..." 

"Bret,  I know.  I've  always  known.  Now  swear  to 
me,  upon  our  friendship,  that  you  will  wed  her 
immediately  upon  your  arrival  at  Twighaven." 

Bret  stared  directly  into  Cedric's  eyes  and  said, 
"Upon  our  friendship,  I swear  everything  you  have 
stated  will  be  done.  Your  lady  will  be  taken  care  of." 

Cedric  visibly  sagged  upon  the  pillows  with 
relief  and  holding  Bret's  gaze  said,  "Thank  you,  you 
are  a noble  man  and  friend.  Now,  bring  me  parch- 
ment and  ink  so  that  I may  write  to  her." 

Bret  did  as  requested  and  sat  beside  Cedric's 
bed  listening  to  the  scratch  of  what  would  be 
Cedric's  last  words  to  his  wife.  He  noted  as  Cedric 
wrote  that  his  hands  shook  visibly  and  his  skin  was 
paler  than  before,  almost  transparent. 

"There,"  Cedric  said,  using  his  ring  to  place  his 
seal  upon  the  wax  of  the  letter.  "That  done  I believe  I 
will  join  you  in  a game  of  chess." 

Melissa  Hannay 


TIMES  AT  JITTERS 


I remember... 

I often  wonder  if  you  do? 

Our  morning  coffees  after  Comp  2 class  while  at 
Jitters  Cafe. 

Remember  how  we  would  discuss  class  or  everyday  events? 
Do  you  remember  all  of  the  things  that  we  found  that 
we  had  in  common?  So  much  more  than  we  had  thought. 
Or,  how  quickly  we  became  friends  and  soulmates  and 
together  we  shared  laughter  and  hard  times  that  had 
intertwined  throughout  both  our  lives. . . 

We  shared  many  secrets,  even  tears  amongst  the 
background  music  that  filtered  throughout  the  air. 

Do  you  ever  think  of  these  times  when  the  voices  of 
others  surrounded  our  soul-full  conversations,  as  we 
sipped  our  morning  coffee;  while  sitting  at  the  small 
black  marble-top  tables  in  Jitters  Cafe? 

Always  I think  of  you  my  friend.  My  funny  little  friend. . . 

I always  will  until  times  end. 

You  left  a mark  on  my  soul  with  all  that  we  shared,  as 
we  sat  amongst  the  nostalgia  of  the  college  cafe  called 
Jitters. 


Virginia  Lavoie 
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Jen  Rosen 


When  I see  him,  I get  angry  at  myself 
Why  have  I let  him  in? 

Why  have  I let  him  hurt  me? 

It  was  all  a result  of  Summer 

She  works  that  way 

She  sucks  you  in  with  her  warm  nights, 

her  blue  oceans,  and  her  precious  smell 
But  can  I blame  Summer? 

Will  she  take  responsibility? 

It  is  my  fault,  my  fault  I fell 
And  I am  angry  at  myself  for  reaching  that 
ledge  again 

This  time  I won't  jump,  I tell  myself 
over  and  over  again 
But  it  is  so  hard,  so  hard  to  avoid  his  spell 
I pray  for  some  angel  to  guide  me  safely  toward 
the  awaiting  consequences 
I know  I will  survive, 

I know  that  I will  turn  around  and  walk 
the  other  way. 

Kristin  Bell 
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SOUL  SURVIVOR 

In  my  mind's  eye,  I still  have  lunch  with  her 
every  day.  That  was  part  of  the  bargain.  She  made 
me  promise  to  visit  her,  saying  it's  the  least  I could 
do  after  turning  her  in  like  that.  She  says  that  she  is 
experiencing  separation  anxiety,  after  all  these  years 
of  living  together  in  that  small  prison  cell.  After 
lunch  she  silently  encourages  me  to  stay  until 
visiting  hours  are  over,  pouring  my  favorite  single 
malt  scotch  into  a beautiful  hand  blown  glass  and 


refilling  whenever  it's  half  empty.  As  tempting 
as  it  is  to  stay  into  the  evening,  I try  to  resist 
her  persuasion. 

My  journey  of  liberation  began  several  months 
ago,  when  she  was  scheduled  to  appear  before  the 
parole  board.  Her  history  of  mutilation  was  very 
long  and  gruesome,  indeed.  They  wanted  to  keep 
her  in  for  life  in  order  to  reduce  the  devastation  and 
insidious  power  that  she  had  over  others.  The 
answer  to  their  dilemma  would  come  through 
bargaining  with  me.  What  they  wanted  was  her  true 


Melynde  Marchi 


identity  because  she  had  refused  to  be  identified  or 
fingerprinted.  This  valuable  information  would 
eliminate  any  chance  of  her  obtaining  a reduced 
sentence.  They  said  that  I was  their  only  hope,  that  I 
was  the  closest  one  to  her  and  it  was  my  duty  to  my 
fellow  human  beings  and  to  myself  to  keep  her 
locked  up  forever.  In  exchange  for  gathering  this 
intelligence  they  offered  to  release  me  on  parole. 

She  suspected  they  were  working  on  me,  trying 
to  break  me  down.  Maybe  I couldn't  hide  my 
growing  doubt  or  nervousness  about  her.  I knew 
our  relationship  was  co-dependent,  but  was  it  really 
all  that  bad?  How  could  I possibly  betray  such  a 
good  friend?  She  spoke  only  of  the  good  times 
between  us,  reminding  me,  that  without  her,  I could 
not  live.  She  recalled  how  much  she  helped  me 
navigate  through  my  first  failed  marriage  and  she 
has  vowed  to  see  my  second  marriage  through  to 
the  end.  That  was,  of  course,  on  the  condition  that  I 
did  not  turn  her  in.  One  night  as  I drifted  towards 
sleep,  I felt  a glacial  pant  on  my  neck  as  she  crept  up 
behind  me  and  whispered,  "If  you  double-cross  me, 
who  else  will  help  you  jump  to  conclusions?" 

I awoke  from  a hypnotic,  nightmare  filled  sleep 
only  to  recall  the  terrifying  impression  she  had  left 
me  with  the  previous  night.  Although  I wasn't  sure 
if  I could  negotiate  life  without  her,  I didn't  know 
how  long  I would  survive  if  I stayed  with  her.  I then 
told  them  that  I would  take  a closer  look  at  her  to 
see  if  I could  gather  some  clues  about  her  identity, 
just  in  case.  It  was  difficult,  though;  she  never 
showed  her  face  to  me  in  all  those  years.  I only 
knew  that  she  was  much  bigger  than  me  and 
excessively  muscular.  Our  cell  was  always  ex- 
tremely dark  and  damp.  She  demanded  that  the 
small  window  remain  covered  at  all  times  and  that 
no  natural  lighting  enter  our  space.  She  didn't  allow 
the  fluorescent  lights  on  either,  insisting  that  we  all 
looked  horrid  under  that  lighting  anyway,  so  why 
bother? 

At  this  point  I could  only  describe  her  by  the 
enormous  effect  she  had  on  my  life.  She  had  reached 
down  into  my  soul  and  put  words  in  my  mouth  and 
thoughts  in  my  head.  She  dominated  and  consumed 
me,  pushed  and  drove  me  around  like  a vehicle  out 
of  control.  She  propelled  and  compelled  me  to  plow 
indiscriminately  through  the  lives  of  those  around 
me,  leaving  only  devastation,  darkness  and  pain  in 
my  wake.  She  had,  in  fact,  devoured  my  spirit. 


After  I evaluated  our  diseased  relationship,  I 
was  driven  to  find  out  her  true  identity  in  order  to 
save  my  soul.  To  name  her  would  mean  being  free 
from  her  omnipresence.  I started  to  establish  my 
strategy.  I told  them  that  I would  need  a very  strong 
light,  that  I would  stealthily  come  upon  her  as  she 
slept  and  shine  the  light  directly  into  her  eyes.  I 
made  them  promise  to  be  waiting  outside  the  cell  to 
pull  me  out  quickly  to  safety.  I had  only  to  give  them 
the  word. 

It  took  weeks  to  summon  the  courage  to  go 
about  my  mission,  but  the  anticipated  night  did 
arrive.  They  were  in  position,  outside  the  cell, 
waiting  for  the  cataclysm.  I drew  a depthless  breath 
and  was  ready  for  the  worst.  She  never  heard  me 
coming.  When  I turned  the  light  on  her,  all  I could 
see  was  her  wide-eyed,  panic  stricken  gaze — 
torment,  suffering  and  chaos  burned  in  the  very 
depth  of  her  soul.  Her  gnarled,  useless  fingers  were 
trembling  and  twitching  from  clutching  and  clinging 
tenaciously  to  her  old  ways.  Grotesque  gurgling 
sounds  emitted  from  her  as  she  began  to  shape-shift. 
Her  illusion  started  fading  under  the  glaring  light  of 
examination.  The  huge  muscular  frame  that  I 
remembered  was  nothing  more  than  many  layers  of 
protective  coverings  which  began  melting  away. 
Nothing  was  left  behind  but  a frail,  brittle,  toothless 
old  woman.  The  fact  that  she  was  totally  spineless 
gave  her  away.  Her  name  was  Fear.  She  was  ren- 
dered powerless. 

Exhausted  and  anesthetized,  I walked  out  of 
that  cage.  Resigned,  her  parting  comment  to  me  was, 
"If  you  walk  out  and  leave  me,  where  the  Hell  do 
you  think  you'll  end  up?" 

"College,"  I said. 

Fear  hissed,  "You  know  you'll  never  make  it, 
you're  not  capable,  not  intelligent  and  not  worthy; 
you  will  fail!  So  why  bother?" 

Patrice  Peddle 
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Debbie  Nash 


COD'S  AERIAL  VIEW 

There  is  a God  that  watches  over 
all  our  petty  struggles — 
as  we  peel  out  in  our  cars, 
and  smash  our  telephones — 
as  we  shatter  our  own  hearts 
then  beg  someone  to  fix  them 
And  He  scatters  seeds  of  happiness 
and  understanding  here  and  there. 
When  He  sees  there’s  fertile  soil 
willing  to  bear  plant. 

And  He  turns  on  the  sun 
and  He  lights  up  the  moon 
and  He  tosses  handfuls  of  stars 
Into  the  interminable  blackness. . . 
And  the  universe  shines  with 
mystery  and  perfection — 

But  we  heed  on, 

conscious  only  of  our  petty  struggles 
and  the  imperfection  in  our  love — 
and  thoughts  sink  then  surface, 
in  the  depths  of  our  minds 

Benjamin  Jared  Despres 


HAi  KiFSl' : 

Mallards 

Mallard  ducks  dipping,  >;• 

feathered  heads  diving  for  fish, 
brown  tails  to  the  sky.  ; . ; . 


Winter  Trees 

Leafless  skeletons 
entombed  in  glistening  ice 
creaking  in  the  wind. 


Giggles 

Little  girl  stomping 

ankle  deep  in  mud  puddles. 

Bright  giggles  galore! 


Lynn  Lipari 
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THE  SPOT 

The  Spot  is  a small,  mustard  colored  house 
located  in  Bradford.  But  it  isn't  like  any  other 
ordinary  house.  First  as  you  squeeze  into  the  drive- 
way, you'll  be  lucky  if  you  get  a parking  spot.  Then 
as  you  open  your  car  door  immediately  you  can  hear 
loud  voices  especially  Andrea's,  and  your  feet  are 
banging  from  the  music  in  the  house.  As  you  step 
out  of  the  crowded  car  you're  constantly  telling 
people  to  shut  up,  on  the  way  towards  the  door. 
Before  you  get  to  the  door  you'll  always  pass  a few 
idiots,  like  Steve  Baker,  our  good  friend  known  as 
Baker  the  Faker,  standing  on  the  porch  causing  a 
ruckus.  Too  bad  they're  our  friends  so  we  have  to 
say  what's  up.  Opening  the  door,  there  comes  Toby 
the  enormous  black  lab,  shining  like  glass,  and 
barking  repeatedly  in  your  face  to  see  if  you're  a 
regular  or  not.  If  you  pass  that  test  then  you're  fine 
for  the  night.  Automatically  you  get  tackled  by  your 
friends  stumbling  over,  holding  their  brews  and 
spilling  them  all  over  you  while  trying  to  give  you  a 
hug.  Then  as  you  travel  through  the  house  you  can 
smell  a mixture  of  dust,  cigarettes,  and  beer,  like 
they  were  stained  on  the  walls.  Which  they  probably 
really  are  from  Fat  boy,  Nick  and  Brice  swinging 
each  other  around,  fighting  for  the  last  beer. 

Finally  entering  the  big  spot,  the  living  room, 
you  can't  help  but  notice  the  glowing  Budweiser, 
Heineken,  and  Miller  Genuine  Draft  signs  to  spice 
up  the  room.  All  the  voices  in  the  room  are  intensely 
loud.  Walk  in  and  your  eyes  begin  to  suffocate  from 
the  smoke  that  fills  the  air.  You'll  be  lucky  if  the 
ashtrays  are  empty.  Looking  around  you'll  see 
nothing  but  heads  in  the  distance.  The  smoke  clears, 
and  you  then  notice  that  every  section  of  the  room  is 
being  used  for  something  different.  To  the  right  of 
the  room  people  gather  to  observe  the  eight  foot, 
screened  in,  wooden  cage  crowded  with  an  albino 
snake,  python,  caiman,  and  alligator.  Suddenly  you 
hear  lots  of  laughter  from  the  left  side  of  the  room. 
Creep  over  to  see  fifteen  people  sitting  around  an 
old  brown  musty  table,  playing  a game  of  forty 


fives.  You  join  in.  By  that  time  everyone  is  wasted, 
and  you  end  up  describing  how  to  play  the  game 
about  twenty-five  times.  The  room  is  beginning  to 
get  louder.  Soon  the  laughter  spreads  like  a disease. 
Voices  are  racing  over  one  another.  Over  the  laugh- 
ter and  loud  voices,  you  can  actually  feel  the  bass 
vibrating  your  body  while  listening  to  Madhadda, 
Gasket,  and  Lo-Phat.  Those  are  the  nasty  hardcore 
bands  we  listen  to  all  the  time.  Madhadda  is  from 
Haverhill,  Gasket  lives  in  Lynn,  and  Lo-phat  are 
from  Boston.  They  usually  hang  out  at  the  spot  too. 

As  the  excitement  goes  by,  you  catch  people 
noticing  the  time  but  not  wanting  to  leave,  like 
children  at  the  plaground.  You  find  out  that  half  the 
people  are  like  zombies  trying  to  come  alive.  At  that 
time  the  munchies  start  to  hit.  It's  now  time  to  order 
food. 

"What  do  we  want  to  order?"  Playdo  (Matt) 
says,  while  gathering  the  money. 

"What  do  you  think!"  Everyone  replies. 

Of  course.  Sky  Dragon,  like  every  night,  and 
always  right  before  they  close.  Sky  Dragon  must 
make  a fortune  off  us  every  weekend.  We  are  their 
favorite  customers.  After  we  eat,  we  find  out  all  the 
beers  are  empty,  and  they  are  beginning  to  pile  up 
on  the  table.  So  to  end  the  night,  Brice  screams,  "It's 
movie  time!"  Everyone  decides  what  movie  they 
want  to  watch.  This  is  Brice's  idea  of  putting  every- 
one to  sleep,  so  they'll  get  the  hell  out  sooner.  Which 
pretty  much  works,  because  after  the  movie  you  see 
two  couches  packed  with  friends  drooling  and 
snoring  on  each  other. 

The  night  starts  to  fade.  We  are  now  sober  and 
ready  to  go  home.  All  the  loud  voices  turn  into  loud 
whispers  as  people  pour  out  of  the  house.  The  spot 
is  now  silent.  Cars  leave  the  driveway  like  a herd  of 
cows,  making  familiar  sounds  to  say  farewell,  till 
next  weekend. 


Andrea  Shine 


The  quarters  are  all  stacked  waiting  to  be  cashed, 

But  what  is  the  pay  off,  will  I be  matched? 

Is  there  a reason  why  they  have  stacked  up  so  tall 
In  the  change  holder  I bought  myself  at  the  mall? 

Each  compartment  secure  with  each  and  every  kind, 

All  in  place,  to  bail  me  out  when  I'm  in  a bind. 

Each  chamber  is  solitary,  all  alone, 

But  even  with  the  best  handicap,  you  can  still  hear  the  moan. 
I want  to  get  out!  I want  to  be  saved! 

You  are  safe  you  silly  coins,  but  the  word  is  enslaved. 

Kristin  Bell 


Ticket  in  hand, 

hold  fast  to  her  lips 

for  a moment  together. 

Train  rips  him  from  her  bosom. 
Ticket  turns  to  stub. 

Her  form  dissipates,  with  distance. 
Glass  steams. 

Eyes  shut. 

Drifting, 

Dreaming. 

_M.  E.  M. 
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Andrea  Shine 


LOVE  = JUNK 


’cause  after  a few  kisses 
you’re  hooked 
and  after  a love  letter 
or  two 
you’re 
an  addict.  . . 

and  you  live 
day 
to 

day  waiting  for  “the  man,” 
only  “he” 
is  THE  most 
beautiful 
girl  YOU 
can  imagine.  . . 

and  you  shoot 

your  heart 
up 

EVERYDAY 
dreaming 
and  every 

solitary 
night  = hell 

always  ANTICIPATING 
tomorrow 
+ 

the  next  fix 
till 

one  day 
you  wake  up 
shivers 
and  the  man 
is  no  longer  there 


(usually)— > in  the  rain 
sweating 


STRUNG  OUT 


and  your  HEART 
beats 

+ 

s 

i t 
tw  s 

+ 

bre 

and  you 
C 

O 

L 

L 

A 


aks 


P 

S 

E 

inside 


can’t  ever  get  over 
the  first  fix 

and  the  taste  of  her  kisses 
mixed 
with 

your  tears 
torment— > 
your  everything 

pleasant  dreams  awake  to  — > 
emptiness 


love  = hell 


withdrawal 

never 

e — n — d — s — > 


the  veins  of 

your  HEART 
RUST 

till  you  no  longer 
feel 


love  = the  worst  drug 
got  a fix 
baby? 

Nate  Zane 
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SOME  BREAKFAST 

AND 

SIMPLE 

CONVERSATION 


Then  will  you  roll  with  me  in  the  daisies  a while? 

Let  us  go  now. 

We've  got  a long  journey  ahead  of  us. 

When  we  come  to  the  desert  edge 

will  you  carry  me  across,  all  the  way, 

shielding  me  from  the  hot  sun,  which  you  so  much  adore? 

We  can  spread  our  blanket  here 

to  have  some  lunch  and  simple  conversation. 

Then  won’t  you  trust  me  to  swim 
across  the  ocean  with  you  on  my  back? 

And  when  we  arrive  in  the  Arctic, 

Will  you  trust  me  to  take  care  of  you 
and  keep  you  warm  and  safe? 

We  can  settle  down  for  some  dinner 
and  deep  conversation. 

Will  you  trust  me  with  your  secrets? 

Will  you  share  your  feelings  with  me? 

We  can  transfer  kisses  and  hugs  into  energy, 
creating  a flame  within  ourselves 
to  keep  us  warm  for  the  night. 

I've  trusted  you  with  my  body, 

the  very  place  in  which  my  soul  dwells, 

the  very  flesh  automobile 

which  will  transport  my  spirit  through  this  world, 

the  very  tupperware  that  will  keep  my  soul  pure,  fresh,  unspoiled 

in  this  spoiled  and  mentally  polluted  world. 

Will  you  trust  me  to  stay  awake  all  through  the  night, 
to  keep  you  warm  and  protect  you  from  any  harm, 
knowing  that  if  I fall  asleep  we  will 
both  die  from  the  cold? 


Won't  you  travel  the  world  with  me? 

Put  your  trust  in  me  as  I've  put  my  trust  in  you. 
Won’t  you  walk  with  me  awhile? 

I've  packed  a picnic  basket  for  two. 

We  can  hop,  skip  and  jump  across 
the  warm  green  field,  looking  for  a place 
to  set  ourselves  down 

for  some  breakfast  and  a simple  conversation. 


Traci  Durfee 


Put  your  trust  in  me, 

put  your  troubles  on  my  shoulders 

and  trust  that  I shall  never  put  them  down, 

so  that  you  may  have  a nice  and  peaceful  sleep 

without  bad  dreams, 

but  filled  with  sweet  dreams 

to  calm  your  old  and  tired  soul. 

And  in  the  morning  when  you  wake 

you  could  share  your  dreams  with  me 

over  some  breakfast  and  simple  conversation. 

Molly  E.  Merrill 
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A moment  ago  the  sky  slept  birdless 

& the  cloud  a pale  opal  afloat  across  clear  blue 

the  first  star  sapphire  carried  on  branch  tips 

did  not  exist  & this  parchment  sun 

lay  behind  the  moon’s  cool  eye  the  new  day 

its  green-spring  promise  not  yet  begun 

only  a dream  tucked  into  night’s  hem 

waiting  to  wake  to  slip  past  shadowy  aubergine 

glide  through  early  wind’s  shussh  but  now  light  comes 

rises  from  wanting  flows  over  a snow-kissed  pasture 

onto  cows’  velvet  backs  the  drowsy  black  train  a’shuffle 

down  the  low  slope  where  owl  hides  behind  pine-fringe 

& trees  lean  back  & listen  whisper  to  moss  & stone 

above  the  pond's  thin  icy  skin  beyond  the  wet  yellow  meadow 

frost  like  blue  glass  glitters  snaps  & trickles  through  a tired  wall 

light  spreads  over  dove's  wings  dwarf  yews’  snow-shagged  limbs 

light  beginning  to  recognize  itself  falls  to  earth 

(primal  insistence  what  means  to  be  knowing  intimate?) 

& nearly  mid-morning  now  light  spills  out  of  heaven 

a splash  across  the  flat  damp  field  colours  the  hour 

glances  at  the  feeder  pole  where  juncos  gossip  with  wrens  sparrows 

& the  red  finch  chats  with  a nuthatch  & jays  vociferous  as  ever  cruise  in 

& a sudden  sweep  of  chickadees  braves  the  squirrel's  chrrrr 

as  appled  smoke  curls  into  clouds  paints  a poem  across  the  sky 

a heron  blue-plumed  regent  on  the  wire  up  from  the  river  off  to  where? 

& through  the  window. . . on  the  back  path. . . dog  tracks?  deer  raccoon  or  fox? 

& light  thin  tremulous  speaks  her  name  she  gets  up  from  the  table 

leaves  breakfast  tea  to  steep  under  the  kettle-cozy 

black  raspberry  scones  the  fat  marmaladed  tabby’s  yawn 

reaches  for  the  ivory  coat  red  gloves  an  old  plaid  scarf 

& battered  tarn  heart  full  of  wooly  thoughts 

steps  past  the  fiddler’s  slow  sweet  tune  out  of  the  room's  dull  angst 
(truly  who'd  expect  a body'd  stay  inside  today!) 
throws  down  the  two  tiresome  props  feels  her  way  to  the  muddied  lawn 
(slowly  now)  where  Cassiopeia's  chair  awaits  agape  at  crow’s  hectoring 
a mobbed  hawk’s  whirl  & screech  the  single  crocus  luminescent  gold 
& if  she  sits  alone  says  nothing  embraces  patience 
if  she  stays  nearly  stone-still  offers  sunflower  thisfle  they  come 
close  & closer  juncos?  not  often  so  shy  a titmouse?  too  wary . . . 
a sparrow?  the  wren?. . .yes  & chickadees  most  often  can  be  persuaded 
(but  remember  this  don't  swallow  they  notice  it  scares  them  off) 
out  of  the  bush  see  the  black-grey-ruffed  flash  a rush  to  the  gift 
& seed  breaks  over  paperbark  & now  another  flits  in 
jewel-onyx  eye  meets  blue  the  stare  cautious  scrutiny 
curious  head  cocked  left  something  shared  intricate  affection 
light  seductive  like  music  of  the  blood  warms  bones  body  skin 
pale  ruffled  rays  play  over  the  feathered  assemblage 
& toes  wind  like  strings  tight  round  & round  the  fingerbone 
& with  the  stir  of  wings  melody  humbling  touch  of  down  on  flesh 
she  knows  each  one  knows  the  woman  if  not  the  name 
she  is  grateful  for  this  she  almost  cannot  breathe 
for  the  truth  is  we  have  known  joy  how  to  give 

(please  do  you  believe  this  was  ever  really  the  question?) 
now  we  discover  how  to  receive 

& this  moment  is  all  you  have  to  hold  to  call  your  own 
wordless  a new-old  song  beautiful  & just  for  now  enough. 


m.  j.  wagner 


FOCUS  ON  OUR  CONTRIBUTORS 

This  page  features  several  regular  contributors  to  this  magazine.  In  this 
issue  our  feature  contributors  are: 

Jen  Rosen 

Bracelet  - front  and  back  - covers  and  Water/Wind  page  20-21 . 

Jen  is  a first  semester  student  in  desktop  publishing.  She  is  currently  Art 
Director  at  Imagine  Studios,  a non-profit  arts,  music,  and  healing  center  in 
Amesbury.  She  has  a degree  in  finearts  from  Pamona  College  and  an 
MFA  from  California  State  University  at  Fullerton.  Despite  her  degrees,  she 
returned  to  school  to  get  marketable  skills  to  make  the  transition  be- 
tween a full-time  job  and  freelance  work.  She  plans  to  also  get  a certifi- 
cate in  web  site  design  while  she  is  at  NECC. 

Jen  designed  the  poster  that  advertises  Noises  Off,  the  student  drama 
production.  But  her  greatest  love  in  art  is  working  with  and  in  nature.  She 
builds  life-sized  sculptures  made  of  natural  materials,  for  example  a full- 
sized  deer  made  of  tree  branches.  She  has  exhibited  at  Philips  Academy 
in  Andover  and  will  have  a sculpture  in  the  Maudsley  Outdoor  Sculptured 
Exhibit  this  spring. 


Nate  Zane 

Paris  Cafe  (Boston)  - page  1 1 and  Love  = Junk  - page  35. 

Nate  Zane  is  a part-time  student  at  Northern  Essex  who  hopes  to  transfer 
to  Columbia  or  Carnegie-Mellon  University  next  semester  to  study  music, 
writing  or  engineering.  Influences  on  his  writing  range  from  William  Blake 
and  James  Joyce  to  Jack  Kerouac,  William  Burroughs,  Allen  Ginsberg, 
Henry  Miller  and  Charles  Bukowski.  Nate  is  not  only  a poet,  but  also  a 
musician,  currently  playing  trumpet  with  the  John  Rheaum  Quintet.  He 
sees  a connection  between  the  improvisation  of  jazz  music  and  writing 
poetry.  He  claims,  “I  like  spontaneity.  Writing  isn’t  something  you  should 
try  to  perfect--it’s  like  trying  to  perfect  the  moment.” 
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